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7 
a hedge 


chedeaiaehds by 
whieh. sirrounded a small 


Evening approached... aldaits E L-by eurios- 
was still, save the owl, tojity, he entered;;,, A man 
whose hoarse notes the dis- liwho appeared worn down 
tant echo sullenly rephied.! with grief, sitting over the 


Pastorius, invited by © the peatdincivige embers of an al- 





- the wood. His mind was 


B18 8 See 


stillness that pervaded the 
landscape, left his paternal 
cot, to enjoy the sweet mi or 
yrs which softly breathed a- 
long the valley. Sometimes 
the baying of the shepherds, 
or the chaunting of the pipe 
of the shepherdess would 
strike his ear. a 
He bent his way to the 
border of an adjacent forest, 
where haying arrived, he 
seated himself upon a stone. 
Remaining here but a short 
time, he arose and entered 


wrapt in deep meditation.- 


He. heeded not whither he}} 


went. Thus he walked on 








a considerable time ; when 


meet eatingusaliod fire, was 
the only inhabitant of it.—- 
His | Gres salutation was, 
“ Unwelcome stranger:!: for 
what hast thou come.’ Pas- 
torius replied that he had 
lost his way.: The hermit 
then assumed considerable 
composure,and said {Young 
man! for thine own instruc- 
tion, I will recount to'thee 
some particulars of my life. 
When I was young, I was 
led into.every kind of vice, 
by . frequenting bad compa- 
ny... I trifled with religion, 
and imposed upon virtue,— 





m.svealth to.extreme 





poverty, When repentance 
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overt me, Lretired to'this 
place, ‘to pass my life: in 
grief and solitude; and 
here will I find my grave, 
unknown toman.” Here 
Pastorious would have spo- 
ken, but the hermit hasten- 
ed him from his hut, with 
“go, return no more.” 

Pastorius left the cottage. 
Daring his stay, the night 
had become dark ; black 
clouds inveloped the Heay- 
ens and lightening, by times 
brightened the horrors of 
the scene; 

Pastorius trembled eis 
he thought of his situation. 
He travelled on, ignorant of||; 
his way. “ The winds whis- 
tled through” the trees, and 
the torrents roaredframthe 

(To be continued.) 
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EPIGRAM, , 
Jack, eating rotten cheese, did say, 
Like Sampson, J my thopsands 
dlay = 
I vow, queth Reger, so you da, 
And with the self-same weapon 
tee. 





UTICA...FRIDAY, APRIL 1, 1815. 


TO OUR PATRONS. 
Although this laudable: institution 
has been reviled, yet I think you are 
conscious of the reason, and of the 
motives of its reproaches.. .Mankind 
are frail; and, prompted by self inter- 





est, can be persuaded te. alinost any ° | 


thing. It must appear plain, that this 
is.not the case with the Editor of this 


paper, when you are sensible of the 
i little profits he derives frqm it. This 








paper is chiefly designed for the im- 


provement of .youth, in composition. 


This is the 
* Monitor.’ 


retended object of the 
e do not dispute it; yet 


boldly affirm that this is better caleu- 


lated for the end before mentioned, 
than the ‘ Monitor ;’ as that receives 


communications only from its subscri- 
hers, but the Cabinet is open to all. 


It has been pretended that the Cab. 


inet was designed for an opposition to 
the Monitor. This, however is ‘not 


p! 


re 


the case. We only wish the standard & 


by which we are Judged, to be MERIT. 
ADDRESS TC TO YOUTH. 


The attainment of knowledge- is 9 
thing to which all youth should attend, | 
more or less, according to their crpa- 
We know, that in all respecta- | 
ble society sted ige =e necessary | 


city. 


ito maké a résper ed; 
he can possess. 

pecially, when there are so many 
schools, and institutions of learning, 
\ithere are great opportunities for ‘a 
young man to signalize himself. A 
man that has had unities to 
learn in his youth, and 








s not i improv- i 
ed them, would be dispised in all re-| 
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| Bind he’s'a swain of great renown, 






18 3 not to be blamed if he has not been 
able to obtain. a good education. But 
I call on ali those youth who have 

opportunities to learn, to im- 
prove them. Ifthey do not, they will 
Lrepent of it when, alas! too late. 









In the last Monitor the public ‘has 
been presented with most noble senti- 
ments. In some places, its only aim 
has Beeti to “ abuse satire and person- 
alities.” In others, it has run into} 
thesame most basely. 

the laws of politeness, by not adhering 
to the precepts of Hese. The public, 
we hope,are concious that the Monitor 
began the attack, but now censures us 
ifor exertions jn self defence. 











COMMUNICATIONS. 
= Mr.“ Decorum,” wishes ~ Squirt” ‘to 
let them know when he intends to me 
Pyain, that weber, Fs may Laer. their brs 


8 my opinion 
by the wien 







ars. I should th th 
pame that he had studied the ral rules of po- 
eencss, but it appears not from his trit- 
eres in the “ Monitor,” as they are a lit- 









It has broken}! | 


Cuonvs—Yankee doodle write away. 

And quote roar Bane’ rilan 

. Innonsense you can take the sway. 
And catch as quick as tinder. 


Such genius sure is very bright, 
For Piper is a poet, 
And Prose he does profess to write— 
And lets the people know it. 
Yankee doodle, &e. 
The runaway, that you describe, 
Is all a faise pollaver;_ 
So Piper, and his se tribe, 
The shameful lie seattatiner I 
Yankee doodle, & 
‘The Pip the aid of Pope, 
Wo ea nation shine, sir; 
For Rene’ ne’er could with him cope, 
In writing so'sublime, sir. 


Yankee doodle, ec. 
He hints snd squints like monkeys rare, 


And mimics negro singi 
Sure he would make the ens stare, 


Should his name cnkee dole, 
Se. 


"Tis “form'd ef opposition 
‘(Fer so says Peter Pindar ;) 
eir|| 40d “ Monitor” will find it tuff, 
Ms credit he don’t rerder.* 
| Yankee doidle, &c. 
GRIT.. 
* The Monitor quotes from Pindar, with 








obscene. NO-MATTER ;sVYHO. 


TO PETER PIPER. 


Although Peter Piper does not boast 
pf the strength of his shafts, yet he boasts 
Ip the sublimity of his genius in writing 
poetry ; and fora Pore’ of that, he has 
noted two lines of Pope’s writing, which 
rely is enough to convilice any person 
hat those two lines, contain all the sense 
here is in the column. 
s As Piper may be a dancer, as well as a 
husician, I here offer him a Song, for his 
n amusement. 














| Retire ye pi 








Tune, “ Yankee Doodie.” | 
ere isa lad in our town, 
His name is Peter Piper ; 







out giving credit. 


¢! Pll address your Cay 
My lays s. atl ids his fears, assuage hie 


mon : a wonder of the age, 
Which at its dawn,compris’d one simple page: 
Now four.—If thou contiziue thus to grow, 
Another Babel, we can boast below. 

But hail great Monitor ! whence did’st thou 
Did Jupiter fix thee on earth to foam, [come? 


And vent thy spleen, *gaingt those you view as 


gank 


| Beware lest you should get an inky tiose {foes? 


Though you are great, yet I will you advise, 
And counsel, thou you are of Pigmy size ; 
Be cautious hew, like ancient fab¥'d toad, 


You strain ood nthe omg 





Or will be when. he’s riper. 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 





TO SPRING. 


Come Sraine! with all thy golden days : 
Visit our qwallings with thy rays. 
Gome,cheer those hours now fill’d with gloom, 
And deck the roses in fall bloom. 

Drive far the wint’ry storms away, 

And nature clothe in bright array : 

Turn chilling frost to morning dew, 

With violets fair, the meadows strew. 
We long, beneath thy smiles to dwell, | 
To view thy charms....thy fragrance smell. 

Shouldst thet return, the female train, 
With ecstacy, would greet thy ig 
With sparkling eyes which beam delight— 
Adorn’d with purple robes, or white— 
They’d-walk amidst the rosy bow’rs ; 

And deck their bosoms with the flow’rs. 
Perhaps with melody they'd sing 
Some beauteous Sonnet to thee, Spring ! 

Return, then Syring! with golden days... 
Visit our dwellings with thy rays. 

Come, make our gardens bloom with flow’rs. 
And cheer these dreary, lonesome hours. 
SENIX. 
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THE RETURN OF PEACE. 


Peace! heav’nly Peace returns to bless 
America with happiness : 
Our dear belev’d, our native shore, 
Was long engag’d in bloody. war. 
A war in which, our foes we’ve shown, 
, America is not unknown 
« To noble deeds, which shall endure, 
While liberty adorns our shore. 
O Peace! for tkee how many’ve di’d ! 
Their country’s hope; their country’s pride. 
‘How many’ve fell, that they might free 
Their country’s namefrom calumiy! 
** My country! sweet should be thy rights, 
When gain’d by such destructive fights 
| NO@ MATTER WHO. 





“ The Cab’net’s false, I dont like it ;”” 
Says Billy to Ais Mate : 
‘J neversaid-to you, D- W-t, 
“ Pray, help me from this scrape.” 
What, Billy, makes you flutter so, 
(Or rather why D- W-t,) 
You prove what maxims truly show : 
“ Fhe tlutring bi 1 is hit.” CATNIP. 
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TO HEBE. 
Ob Hese! fairest of the fair; ; 
How sweet thou tun’st thy lyre : 
O, may it ever be thy care, 

To shun abuse most dire. 


We'll ever pay thee that respec 
Which merit always Sieiene 5 

We wish thee always to direct, 

Thy Muse at virtuous aims. 


The ‘ Monitor,’ which thou dost praise, 
Minds not thy precepts sweet : : 

To satire it directs its lays, 

Which won't thy pleasure meet. 


Then shun them as thou shun’st abuse ; 
Cleave to the virtuous part... 
For if thou don’t, thou’st no exéuse : 
O ! g0od and gen’rous heart. © 
NO MATTER WHO. 


ENIGMA: 

A visionary, friv’lous thing, 

Ye lyric muses help me sing. 

A thing I don’t know what to call 
It’s ev’ry thing, and nought at all. 

At one time, satire it disdains; 

Next, from its, use it can’t refrain, 
First, ladies tune the lyre most fair; } 
And then Monsieur, with stately air 
To help, puts in a line or two— 
Which neither he, nor J, nor yout, 

Nor any one, can understand, 

Because this is pot a French land. 

But never mind, he’s perfect quite, 
Lither to speak, to read or write. 
Sometimes poor nigge’ Shambo sings 
Of fighting brave at New-Awleans. 
Now I’ve describ’d with perfect eax: 
You'll please fo tel! me what it is. 
NG MATTER WHO. 


TO CORRESPOND 
‘ Henry’ was received too late for | 
week. His Poetical communication 
appear in our next. | 

‘Canpor’ was also received too late 

Other communications are unayoi 
bly deferred. : 
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